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Large Stories.
We have heard offish stories, and it is

od of storms as more coticn'ul not only
to the "gloomy temper of his foul," but
to his in e rest. At length he saw with a

A fcly DasJi at the Critter.' c
Oneof our subscribers, ssvs ihe RhodW

UarM P.....kl . u.l ' j

Aja of rrosress Sketch from Llfa.
Lo k into yonder window ; what do

you soe? nothing new, surely nothing
- SeVpnrt Usi summer.

Happened
ot down in" Y?1

Gem of Foreign Literature.
The fallowing from the Bizare, in the

language of Gery Yon Knipperhauser,
the Dutch critic, "ish guol."

From lli German of Mr inrith Uinklf hammer.

TUB MliHT SIDE OF LOVE.

Midnight veiled the heavens with in-

finite blackness as Hans von Rosonbauin
stepped from the orgicd halls of the IJiu-kc- l

Lager Hans Zuin Sausund Braus.
Tne foam of the beer still dashed his wild
beard, and the murmur of the evening
breezo mingled in his Foul, with memories
for the cry of "anoder pretzel !" and
"pring in the Lager !'" and the thrilling
of harps and pianos for it had bceu a
concert night.

"Kat-a-- ri na !" he cried from the bot-
tom of his heart and voice 'Kat-a-ri-n- a !

komni heraus 1"
The breeze sigheJ in the vine leaves- -he

waves rippled all was still
Once more in agony arose that cry

"Kat-a-n-n- a !"
Deep from tho recesses of the second

story w indow murmured an auswer :
"Nix komni heraus !"
'Vot you vont kom-- out?" roared

Hans in al the grief of rejected love: "den
you goes rnit der teuful and dondered !

Gotshimmeikrcnzchockschwerenoth
A hrick flew from his hand, skimmed

through the misty air there was a jingle
of broken glass a cry ir. female Dutch

and all was silent.

Still wanders in dark midnights the
spectral form of Hans Von Kosonbaum
around that dwelling, siill rings from the
window the ghostly cry of "nix k.imm
heraus," still wings its way on the nigh
wind a phantom brickbat, and still ihe be-

nighted traveler hears at last n dismal
wail in Dutch. All things in Heaven,
and on earth are or reflected in
their ghostB or in their shadows.

Fa3iionaDla Follies.

Countless instances of the reckless ex-

travagance of "our best society" mirln
readily be adduced. We will take the
single article of dress. We are given U

understand by those familiar with the sub-- j
jeo that a lady's dress lace and jewel-- j

ry included such as are worn at our
balls, is thought quite common unless it
cost a thousand dollars 1 That is to sav.
the fair wearer, whose total stock in lite
in the way of intellectual and physical
acquirements would hardly secure her u

living, or enable her to educate a son,
spends as much in one evening's folly
for the dress cannot possibly be worn
twice as a gray-hair- book keeper, or
an ingenious mechanic, or a skilful fore-
man printer can make in a y.ar. Iler
night's gadding costs society ns much as
would support a family lor twelve months.
And who are the people who wear these
Sr5 1 ,000 cresses? Are they sensible, intel-
lectual, hoimratle, amiable? Have they
even the poor recommendation of high
blood or hereditary respectability ! Alas 1

Snooks' father was a joiner, and his own
hands have been hardened by the use of
the plane. Jenkins grew his own nota
toes, and supplied fashionable families
wi h the vegetable when fashionable peo
pie lived in Dey street. Sluhberslops
painted doors and windows in his early
jouin. ana Mrs. . mixed the paint
Worse than this, Snoo. s is a stupid, dog'
headed clowa ; Jenkins is mean and nar
row-mind- ; Stubberslops believes lhat

nuu to vmy

. . j fci

oarroom si a very early Jjouf when there
wa ncbody but a boy in slteudiie.jh
wnen lo j wno nhould come in. but ttIL i
Uotl..l.n...J f. 1 , . .vuuncr genuernan wno nan j
bem attracted thiher by ihe yearly con-
ference. The Friend looked about for a

1

momentrand turning to the boy, inquired : 4

noy, dost tnee ever make any lemon
ade ?

'Certainly sir a great deal every day '
'Well, make me trliua. Tka that

largest sized tumbler' - -

Boy mixes ingredients, and pours iu'
water about half full.l

'Stop leave a vacancy. JdS thee
any old French brandy ?'

les sir. ' "J 1

Well, pour till I tell thee to stop.'
Hoy acts accotdingly.J , .
Stop !' exclaimed ihe Quaker, in dua

time ; has thee any good Jamaica rum V
No sir.' '
Any Santa Cruz!'

'Yes.' ','... ,',
Well, pour till I tell the to stop,'

It was done, and the boy mixed the con- - '

tents of the tumbler, which was brimful,
in the usual mode. Our Quaker friend
raised it to his lips, and poured down in
one continuous stream the whole' arrange-
ment,' without the interruption of a breath.
Then, ith a look of satisfaction to the
inner man. which on such ocrnsion in
seen but not described, he set down his .
glass and inquired what was to pay.
He paid and turned to go away, but, just
as he reached ihe door, stopned, as if he '
had torgot something, and casting, an eyt

the fountain of refreshments where he .
. ..1 ! 1 I M inan rcunveu me exnuaraung oeverage,

he exclaimed ; '
Lad. thee is a very small boy ; but

thee mokes a gr gre-gre- lemonade T'

The quickest run ever made by steam
irom aiexanona, jigynt, to Southampton,
r.ngianu, was recently perlormed by Ih6
monster screw steamer Himalaya. Sha '

made the passage in twelve days, end her ,

greatest run in twenty-fou- r hours was four
hundred miles.

Father Gavazzi has been lecturing at
Sheffield, England, were he defended A- -
merican slavery as better than English. .

servitude, and denounced Uncle 7om's
Cabin as a mere romance.

To cure a wart, ecrape a carrot and
mix it with salt, and apply it as a poultice
five or six nights.

Education says Edward Everett, is a
better safeguard of liberty than a standing-army- .

If we retrench the wages of the i

schoolmaster, we must raise ihose of the
recruiting sergeant.

7t is rumored that one of the Smith
family is about to get married. We rfj
not wish appear inquisitive, but we would
like to know which Smith it is.

, Five hundred million of people, or half
of the population of the whole world,
are bibbers of tea the beverage that ;

cheers but never inebriates. ; .

'
It is the hope of heaven which relieves

despair. Short as are our conceptions,
there are moments which enter perhaps
every mind when glimpses in of .a
bright, and joyous, and happy existence-"- )
They may be instantaneous in their com-

ing, and momentary in their stay ; Jref
they leave a sense of happiness in store
for the righteous. ':. t

Petjniso Grapes should be done this
montS, otherwise they are apt lo hleed
when cut. Remember that the fruit isn
produced on side shoots of last year's1''
growth, hence in large vines old wood;
should be cut away, where it ean be dona

(

without reducing the amount of young
wood to much also slender shoots ot last
year's wood, only leaving strong healthy
shoots, ns many as the age and size of ;

the vine will sustain, and as the space
will warrant. These shoots should be shor-
tened to within 4 or 0 buds of their base,
according to their strength and their nam
ber, except where it is desired to trairi h

vine to a greater height of diBtanee,' mv
which case the shoot may b left ' Hearty'
their whole length, only shortenihgf
them back to a good short bud. W;ttu4

i f i .,l'iUTilinnv apb hrinht Avnmntr. Wftl

inebv the window, gazing si Ihe moon and

POETRY.
,

SOULS, NOT STATION. I

What shall judge a inan from manners ?

Vho shall know liim tiy his dress
Pt.u may be fit for princes,

I'rinees fit for lometliing ess.

Crumpled shirts and dirty jacket
May beclothe the golden ore

Of the deepest thoughts and feelings

Satin Test could do no more.

There are springs of crystal nectar
Ever swe ling out of stone,

There are purple Imdn and golden,

Hidden, crushed and over grown,
God, who counts hy ouls not dresses,

Loves and prospers yen and mc.
While ho values thrones, the highest,

But as pebbles in the sea.

Man upraised above his fellows,

Oft forgets his fellow then ;

Masters rulers lords remember

That your monnest hands are men !

Men by labor, men by feeling,

Men by thought and men by fume,

Claiming equal rights to sunshine

In a man's ennobled name.

There are oceans ;

There are little wood-cla- d rills ;

There tire little inch-hig- h sapling.-;-,

There arc ccdurs on the hills ;

But God, who counts by souls, not stations,

Loves and prospers you nnd me,

For to him nil vain distinctions

Are as pebbles in the sea.

Toiling hands nlono pro builders

Of a nation's wealth and fame;

Titled laziness is pensiencd,

Fed and fattened on the same,
By the sweat of other's foreheads,

Living only to rejoice,
Whilo the poor man's outraged freedom

Vainly lifteth up its voice.

But truth nnd justice are eternal,

Born with loveliuass and light.

And sunset's wrongs shall never prosper,
While there is a sunny right ;

Anil God, whoso world-hear- d voice is ringing

Boundless love to you nnd mo,

Will sink oppression with its titles,

As the pebbles on the sea.

The Wrecker A Cornish Legend.

Towards the close ol tlic sixteenth
ceriturv.a horrid custom prevailed nn the

const of Cornwnll, of luring vesseis n
their destruction in siormy weather, by

f .steninc a lantern to a horse's head, and
leading it about the cliffs, in order that
the bewildered marinpr, mistaking it for
the light of a vessel, might be induced to
shupe his course towards ;t. This atto
cious experiment was ofien successful
The devotpd crew dreamed not of their
dnnger until warned of it, too late, by the
foaming breakers that burst upon them

from the shore ; and th.9 vessei speedily
become the prey of a set of ruthless bnr

bartuns. who, to secure themselves im-

punity in their plunder, often murdered
those who escaped drowning, and then
cal'e I their boi ty a "Godsend."

la a small hovel, on thi craggy shore
of a deep nnd dangerous bay on the coat
of Cornwall, dwell one of those wretches,
an old, hardened desperado, who united
in himself, the fisherman, smuggler and
wrecker, but the last was his favorite oc-

cupation ; and such was the confidence
of his companions in his experience in
this capacity, that he was usually appoint
ed their lender,-nn- rarely failed in his of-

fice. His wife, too, encouraged him. and
,not unfrequently aided him in his iniqui-

tous exploits. Disgusted with the wick-

edness of his parents, their only son left
his home in early life, and sought to ob-

tain or honorable subsistence as the male
of a West India trader,

It was at a period when a lor s and prof
itless summer and autumn had nearly
passed away, that Terloggan, like the
urumtre, ever wuicmui i.r uo prey, was

more than usually observant of tne signs
of the heaven ; nor was any one more ca-

pable than himself of discovering the
most distant indications of a tempest.
Nature hnd for several months wore a
placid and most encouraging aspect. The
Boft and azure ky seemed to rest upon
the transparent eea, and the slowly-e- x

panding wavei swept with slow murmur-ing- s

along the shining sands of the deep
by with a-- wild and monotonous plash-

ing, that seemed to strike like the voice

of a prophecy upon the ear. Not more
hateful were the glorious beams of the
orb of day to the fallen Lucifer, as de-

scribed by our greal P061' ,nan wag t,,e

quiescent ttaie .tf nature lo the dark
w.ind of Telff?n. In iis itrpatience,
K( corsed the protracted season of trnn

A Easiness Street at Evenly.
Ail the day long, under our windows

ihe din and turmoil of the working puli-
ation of our City is painfully audible.
Carts rattle, carpenters hammor, and l
bricklayers shout. Little boys, with pile s
of papers under their arms, vncift rously

i

earn their riiiirr.nl half doll-ir- . The "Four
cert Man" loudly and logubtiotislv pro-
claims his perfect willingness lo exchange
his 'twelve slire s lor the ridiculously
small sum from which ho derives his title.
Omnibuses drive into carts from iln: pa- -

P"r-miil- s, as they stand unloa ng at the
store over the way, and hackney co.ichi s

in their turn drive into the omnibuses, nnd
fadt men in sulkh's y inincje
heniselves wuh the hackney coaches;

and private carriage!", with firry hor-;-- s

nnd resplendent nigger coachmen, majes-
tically complete the confusion. Then all
the vehicles are suddenly brought to a
stand still, and all the drivers stand up
and shout at each other, and all the oaths
in our rich American swearing dictionary
are exhausted, and all the pedestrians stop
to see how they ill get out of it, and ns',

pretty an impromptu Hnbtl is raised ii
the midst of our editorial lucubrations a's

a man fond of such excitement could de-

sire.
riten if we put onr head out of the

window, what a stirring sight ihe busin-
ess street presents: Sliarp-forn- d men
with plethoric pocket-boo- and slight
abdominal developement, continually hur-

rying down on business, and op on busi-

ness, and crossing the way on business,
slight boys, with a preternatural air of bu-

siness capability, and cq'iailv business
like looking checks in their h tnds, are
rushing to and from the banks They
never stop to look at the pictu e hooks in
the shop windows, these business boys,
we wager they know next to nothing about t

'taw in the ring;" or "lag." We would
like 10 see thorn turned out in thei
fi his for a day, and watch their motions.
We believe that somehow or ot'ir they
would manage to have business relations
with the bees, and continue to get little
bills cach?d on the hanks of violets. Thp
would not enjoy it, we think. Tiiey un-

derstood mahogany desks, and columns of
figures, much belter than pastoral pursuits:
and if they are satified, so a-- we. 'i'hen
there are hindory giiis, tripping in and
out at meals; nnd typos lounging around
ihe doors of Dailies; ai d busi iefs men
with advertisements of their wares scud-

ding up to the business offices ol 'ai:l Dai-

lies, and h'udy Irishmen c hods of
mortar which they splash over every one
they pass, by way of proving this is n

free country.' Firemen whirl tlieir en-

gines p ist, to the accompaniment of speak-
ing trumpets, which possess, in common
with all other instruments of that nature,
the faculty of rendering every word un-

intelligible. Hose companies also rush
by with equal din; cart3 rumble; pulleys
creek, houses tumble, newsboys sdiout,
women scream, diiver hem ! typos- -

postulates: turmail, toil and bustle, ascend
into the cloudy sky Irom out the business
street at daytime.

In the evening how changed ! Certs,
newsboys, and paper selling philosophers
have departed, and the way is cold and
silent. It is a moonless night, in conse-
quence of which tho astronomical author
ities that preside over lamps, have neglec-ta-

to light them. The long perspective
warehouse tnd stores, fade grimly off in
to a duskv indistinctness, nnd mingle with
the dim ble sky. A solitary mechanic,
who has been late at work, wends his way
homeward, and his quick footsteps now
echtt on the spot where a few hours be-

fore a cannon might have gone off unno-
ticed. Topmost windows of certain
buildings glow with a steady light, and
we know that men are bending there over
rases, di ciphering wretched manuscript,
and concocting the newspaper of to mor-

row. Streaks of red, unwholsome light
stream ou across the pavement from
drinking houses, and rum-shop- s, where
p ople pay six cents apiece for the priv-
ilege to drink poison. A quiet Utile illu-

mination proceeds from an unobtrusive
cellar close by where hot coffee and por
ous cakes aro administered to folks of
wholesome tastes. ZfVre is a coil of
semethiug rolled up on the door-step- . Is
il rags, or rope, or an empty sack ? It
moves nay, it ya vns; absolutely gets up
on a pair of thin U'gs, and we behold a
news-bo- v. Poor f. How, it is his bed, un-

til the hard weather drives him into an
ash. barrel, A vociferous melody distracts
our attention from the newsboy. An un-

steady vocalist is coming round the cor-
ner, lie has been to Castle Garden, and
somewhere else afteiwards. lie is now
prog'essing slowly homeward, with a me-

lodious declaration that he is 'Afloat on
the fierce rolling tide,' which declaration,
when taken in connection with his un-

steady giit, does not seem quite so nhsurd
nn assertion. Poor drunken wretch, wc
pity him when he passes with a splitting
headache through Ihe bminess streets to
morrow. N. Y. Times.

A fleramn who pappos about Now York sell-

ing ut lions for four cents apiece.

generally undersrood lhat they sre rather
diffionlitswllow then srs some, hosr. Wr

ever, who have acqiuredsuuh a facility in
manufacturing them, they th it deem it
derogatory if ibey allow themselvs to be
surpassed in telling them.

Ol this class were Jem D. and Joe P.,
two old cronies, who for a while flourished
in the neighboring village.

J hey were seated in a village store one
evening when Jem, designed to call the ;

attention of the company, commenced as j

follows. I

'J sav, boys, did I ever tell you what
time I had shooting pigeons over ouri

house one night last winter: i

"iNo, no, said a chorus of voices,"
come, tell it.'

"X on see." said the old man, "my old

woman and I were seated round the fire-

place one night in the kitchen, when we
heard a fluttering up above.,,

'V bars that' ' asked Jemimi.
' I do not knows" said 1; " it sounds

like pigeons."
" So I got my old musket, nnd charged

it up pretty well, and pointiifg it up the
chimney, I found there was a screech and
arid a crashing noig", and a dozen rs
plump pigeons as you could wish to see
fell upon the hearth. Two fell into the
pot that was boiling over the fire, and had
ihem for breakfast next morning. IVe
didn't hive to buy butcher's meat for a
week afterward. '

"Ahem!" commenced Joe," that's;
pretty fair luck, but it isn't a circumstance!
to what happend lo me once. I'll tell j

it if you ha'nt got no objections."
vto aneau joe, we are an anxious to

hear you t

"Well, I'd been out hunting one after-
noon had dreadful luck fired all my
shot, and hadn't brought down anything
yet. began to be discouraged, and was
thinking of going home, when all at once,
a lot of robins there were fifty of them
ana an in a tow new-iiy-

"Here was a capital chance to shoot;
but the worst of it was, I had no thot.
So did the best I could. I pir in the
ramrod, and charged it pretty well.

took aim and fired, and, wonderful to
iell, I took the first robin through the eye,
and it passed through ihe whole row of
'em, so they fell to the ground, all strung
on the ramrod as neat as could be
I shouldered 'em and caried 'em home."

"How mans robins did you say they
were?" asked a bystander.

"Just fifty."
"And they were all strung on tho ram-

rod?"
"Sartin. Have you anything to say

agin it ?"

"0, no, certainly not; only il must have
bee a plag'd long ramrod tha'ls all.

The Raw material.
A green 'un gives the New York Spirit

of the Times, the following as his expe-

rience in tho oyster line:
I never seen any of the animals till I

went down to New Orleans.'
One night a friend of mine said to me,

'are you fond of oysters?'
'I ain't nothin else,' says I.
'I recon,' says he,' 1 can punish more

than any livin' man.'
'I can take the shine out of you,' says

I,' and I'll anti on that.'
'Done,' says he, 'we'll bet suppers, and

go right out and get 'em .'
We went mo what he called n Unnet

nun a ii''ui tuviiii
I didn't know what to say, nnd told

him IM take "em any way he chose.
'Waiter!' he sung out, 'bring us a d zen

raw to begin on. then a stew, and after
ihat a dozen fried .'

Putty soon a fellow with his shirt tail
hangin down before, set down a pluleful
of nasty, slimj lookin' things, that mads
me nag to look at 'em. dassent sav a
word, for fear of bein' found out; but if I

swallow and gag, illy friend ses I looked
a kinder down in the mouth, nnd so he
ordered in some campane, as he said, to

raise my spirits, and it wan'l long afore it
did It raised the spirits and oysters too,
both come up together. I had the sup
per to pay for, but settlin' the bill didn't
settle my stomach. How I got to bed
Jdisremembered, but my friend and I had
the same room, and'he eat and'drank him-

self into puny much the same fix as me.
So we spent the night performing the cat-

aract of Niagary, I playin th American
side and he playing the opposite side,
The full particulate of the performance
was found in the small billd we paid at the
bar the next mornin'. I've never said
turkev about eatin' oysters since. All
this you see come from being so awful
smart.

t x.

The health of Mr?. Jadsori (Fanny
Forrester) is still rapidly declining and
no hopes are entertained of her recovery.

smile of savage satifuctinn, the sun sink
in angry red beneaih the dim and cloudy
horizon ; heard with secret exultation the
hollow murmuring of llio winds ; and be
Held the blackening w aves riciiieinio fury.
and lashing the lofty rocks with their as-

cending spray. As llm night advanced in
chaotic darkness, tho honors if tho tem
pest increased : and the liml mil lone
blasts of the contending el'nn-- i t rung out
upon the ear like the death-l.uel- l of a part-
ed soul.

" Now's the time," jaru!ated the old
nag, his wife; "oo thy way upon the
cliffs : there's death in the wind." Ter- -

loggan speedily equipped himself, and
ascended the steep promontory at ihe en
trance of the bay. 1 he usual expedient
was resorted to, and he soon observed a
liifht at sea as if in answer to his signal.
His prey seemed already in his grasp.
The light evidently approached nearer ;
and before nn hour had elapsed, the white
close reeled sails of the vessel could be
dimly discovered through the darkness,
and the appa'ing cry of the seamen at tho
discovery of their danger was distinctly
heard. Signals of distress were immedi-
ately fired, nnd the loud commands, all
Hands on deck and about ship, were vocif-era'- el

in wiid despair. Every exertion
ms made to wear the vessel from the

shore ; but the redeeming moment was
p issed, the ship was completely embayed,
and neither strength nor skill were of any
avail in averting her impending fate. In
a few minutes a tiemendous crash, and a
heart-rending- , but fruiiless cry for help,
announced the horrid catastrophe; and
the last signal-gu- n revealed (or n mc ment
a scene too terrible to describe, 7'he
s'randed vessel hurled repeatedly against
the jagged rocks of tho bay, soon parted
the waves dashed over her shattered hull
wi'h relentless fury, bearing 'o the shore
the scattered cargo, broken pieces of the
wreck, and 1,10 tntiered risking : whds
the mingled shrieks of the drowning,
blended with the roar of tho conflicting
elements, rose upon the ear like the de
spairing cries of an army of dying 1

There was one, however, in whose
eyes such a scene was joyous, in whose
ears such sounds were melody; and 'hat
being was Terloggan. Ho waited patient-
ly until the storm had somewhat abated ;

and when silence began to indicate that
the work of death was well-nig- h over,
ho descended the well-know- n cliffs to
dart upon his prey. Unmoved by the
horrid spectacle (for the moon had brok-

en from the cloud by which she had be-

fore been concealed) he stood awhile gaz-
ing upon the scene of desolation around
him, at a loss where first to begin his
work of rapine, But to his surprise and
momentary dismay, there was yet one
living soul on board, who, should he sur
vive, would interpose between him and
his hard-earn- booty, and who even now
loudly supplicated his assistance. To
dispatch this unhappy creature was a res-

olution no soonor formed than executed.
Whilst he was appearing to aid his escape
from the jaws of death, one stroke of his
hanger laid him a livid and mutilated
corpse upon the sand before him. Ter-

loggan then rifled the pockets of his vic-

tim, took a ring from his finger, and land-

ing with the most portable articles of!
plunder, retrace! his footsteps to his hut.

"What luck ?' exclaimed his fiend-lik- e

help-mat- e, as he crosed the threshold of
his door.

'Never better," rejoined Tprloggan,
pointing to his booty. He then described
the success of his hellish stratagem, with
out even concealing the particulars of the
murder ; after which he displayed some
pieces o( foreign gold coin, and the ring
which he had taken from the fn.ger of the
stranger.

"Give me the light, Jlary," said the
hoary villain. The hag obeyed. But no
sooner had he examined the ring, than he
recognized its form and a certain mark
upon it. His countenance changed, and
with a gronn of agony he quickly handed
il to his wife. She knew too well from
whose hand it tntist have been taken, and
after glancing at it a moment, yelled out
with supernatural energy, "Oh, my son,
my gon r nd fell senseless at the feet of
h h u j T endeavored lo

master his feelings until the fact could be
ascertained. He arose with the dawn,
nnd hastened to the spot v. here he had
lell the murdered corpse. It was indeed
his son. The stroke of retribution had
been complete. Overwhelmed by despair,
and slung by remorse, to which his heart
had vcr before been impervions, he do
termined on ' A few days
afterwards his mangled body wax found

among the rocks, and interred on the spot
where he had perpetrated his last deed ol
blood. The chief incidents of his lusi

story are narrated in the neighborhood
which whs the scene of its hero's mani
fold atrocities. His wretched wife per-

ished a few weeks afterward by tho fall
of hr ht, occasioned by one of those
dreadful storms which she and her savage
iieiI)iate ,n rrPminiiv ivnL- -,

on wnat toe angels nave looted smiling-
ly down upon s.nce tho morning Har first

a:'g trgerbor Nothing but a hiring
m 'llier hushing upon her faithful breast a
wailing whose little life hangs bv n

ler.Ji.-- r ill.'' ad ; mortal lips have Said,
"the boy must die !"

A mother's hope never dies sh? clasps
him c oser to her brenst, and gazes up-
wards ; fo ul, and slcrp, and rest are for-l'i!!- c,

so that that little flickering taper
ua not out. C3er.t!y, upon her soft, warm
hnvist, she woos for it baby slumbers;
long, wtm v nights, up and down ihe cot-tg- fl

she paces, soothing the resilrsj
moaning. Suns rise nnd sot ; stars pale;
seasons come nnd go; che heeds them
not, so that those languid eyes but cam
brightness. Down the meadow, by the
brook, on the hill-sid- e, she seeks with him
the heahh-restorin- g breezo.

God bn praised, health comes at last !

Want joy lo see ihe rosy flush mantle or.

tho pallid cheok ; what joy to see the
shrunken limbs grow round with health;
what joy to sen the damp, thin locks
gr-i'- crisp and glossy? What matter,
tiioog'i the knitting lie neglected, or the
siiiniiing-wliee- l be dumb, so that ihe soar
ing kit1; or bouncing bail but please hisj
boyish fancy and prompt the gleeful
shout? What mailer that the co rs r

faro bo hers, so that the daintier morsel
pass his rosy lips ? What matter that
tier rone be threadbare, so that his grace-

ful limbs he clad in Joseph's rainbow
coat? What matter that tier couch be
hard, so that his sunny head reet nightly
on a downy pillow? What matter thai
her slander purse be empty, so that his
childish heart may never know donial ?

Years r 11 on that loving mother's
eve grnws dim : her glossy locks are sil
vered : her features are sharp ami shrutiK-I'n- :

Iter foot steps slow and tottering.
And tho bnv '. tho cherished Joseph! he
of tho bold! bright eve and sinewy limb,
and hnunding stop surely, from his
loud hand shall flowers ho strewn on the
dim, downward path to the dark valley?
surely her son's s'rnng arm he hers to
lean on h'.a voici of music sweeter to

her dull ear than seraph's singing?
Mo, no The hum c( busy life has

strock upon h'R ear, drowning the voic3
of lov . lit: i?s become a ma ! reiinrd,
fastidioii" ! and lo his forgetful, unfilial
heart, (Clod f rgive h'ni,) the mother
who bore him is only 'Ac old woman!'1

FIov;ers.

A great many pretty things have been
said of pretty women and prery flowers,
but the real uses of both are often over-

looked. Flowers and woman seem to us
the sunshine of the world, and one of the
strongest arguments to prove lhat God is
good and wise is the fact lhat he neither
forgot the one or the other in the multi-
form wt rk of creation. How ihe flowers
spangle over and beauty the hard, rough
earth! Their meek nnd quiet beauty
steals inte all hearts, young and old.

They are welcome everywhere. Go in-

to the country and bring home rosea and
poppies, as luck will let you, and the
children in the street will follow you
the nicely dressed child, and the ragged
and dirty faced littlo one, whose mother
has tovnsh for others, and therefore can't
wash him all will throng your pathway
saying in words, or longing looks, 'please
give me a flower.'

t lowers nver disappoint ns, as the wo-

men (heaven bless them) do sometimes,
but they would not if we did not expe I

loo much of them Of ihe flowers we

ak only beauty and fragrance. We do
not look to them for a future. Enough
that they fill the present with an odorous
blessing.

We have always a thrill when we see
flowers in a window, and we like to see a
man who wears a pink or a rose in his
button-hole- . There is a pleasant associa-
tion with the flower, if not with him, for
we are certain fair hands placed it ihere.
Then when we see plants in the window
of a house, be il ever so humble, we are
sure there is no scolding there, 'nnd if
from sad experience wo find thai the fair
cultivators of the roses do scold, we com-

fort ourselves how much worse they
would scold without the flowers.

A pot of roses, a ink, a geranium, a

heliotrope, how they b ighten the home
of poverty ! . How we forget the cheap,
ugly chest of dra vers, and the tin eadbare,
poverty-struc- k carpet, when we see these
unfolding their beauty and sweetness in
the windows. A well-mende- d frock, and
a clean pinafore are sure to keep them
company on a child, who, though poor,
may be as pretty as any poetry.

We bespeak flowers. We want our
pathway literally strewed with them. In
anoiher and better world, they may be a
luxury.

Tho mo?t solemn duties aro generally tlio
most readily undertaken. How many a man
would with pleasure bo your second m a duel,
or stand r to your child, yet would
strongly ohject to the loan or a five pound nolo- -

Dickens wrote Shakspeare, and thai the e(iral; alld arter we sat down, he asked me
.Midsummer Nigh VDream is the work!k.., r ...i,i tl.B.n

i'

it .,

of Mr. Barry of the Broadway Theatre
i.espectable, though ignorant, in the
i.umble station in which they began life,
they are now snobbish, contemptible and
extravagant.

Punch thus humorously defines genders,

without the aid of Lindley Murray ;

" Tho sun is called masculine from his
supporting and sustaining the moon, and didn't imbibe the brandy to keep them
in finding her he withal to shine away, oysters in their places, it's a pity I was
as she does of a night, and from his be in for it, as Jonah said when he swallow-
ing obliged to keep up a family of stars

' ed the whale he had nothin to do but to
besides. The moon is feminine, because
she , is constantly changing, just a a ship
is blown about by every wind. The
church is feminine, because she is married
o the State. And time is maeculine,

because he is trifled with by the ladies.

Look odt Fon them. When you see
a young lady so very delicate that she
can't make her bed or put a couple of
plates npon the table, and yet trots nil
over town daily, with the speed of a race
horse, to jurnhle nonsense with ihe Soft-pate- s,

and Snippers, and Jenkinses, and
Duzenberries, just chalk it do-- that
she's a piece of calico you can'i invest a
single penny or a pulsation in. A girl
who hasn't the muscle 19 lift three feathers
nnd a pillow case, bnt can tire a locomo
tive and a whole omnibus line out of
breath, is nn institution that, like prussic
acid and old maids, is to be kept clear of.
Young-me- n will please button up tho fact
in their memory.

Stars and afteY looking Ifoionjyiaii'
very intently, h?tii'rn41i'n4.MjdJt
mother who was sitting beside himV '

Aamma I what are those bright little
things in ' the sky tart they the iaioonp

little babies 1 .a ?t w;a tihtn ,nx-- f

? Affection like spring flowers? breaks
through the most frozen ground ; and h?
heart which seeks but'for snathes ne"ai "

to make it happy, will never seek ill tain. ;fi nuiliiy, anJ hailed the approaching peri- -
u

::
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